Medicine and Books
Freud and the "White Hotel" D AM THOMAS I suppose that since Freud in my book talked about the original white hotel as the place where everyone has stayed I could say that I started to write the IY'hite Hotel in the womb, and I think the book does have all of my life experience there in some form or other. But I really began to write it about six years ago. I was reading the letters of Jung and Freud, both of them fascinating people, and was particularly struck by the moment when their relationship, already under strain, broke off. There was a famous occasion in Mlay 1912 when Freud travelled from Vienna to Lake Constance one weekend to visit a sick colleague, Binswanger, who had cancer; Jung, of course, was living just near Constance at Zurich and he thought that as Freud had come such a long way it would not be far to come the extra few miles to see him for a few hours at Zurich while Freud thought that, as he was going all that way and he was much the older man, surely Jung could take the train journey on the branch line into Constance to see him for a few hours at Binswanger's clinic. As a result neither of them met, and it seemed to me, perhaps in my ignorance, a classic illustration of the tug between father and son: Jung was a sort of spiritual son of Freud and that marked symbolically the end of the relationship. I wrote a poem about it.
Viennia, Ziirich, Constance
It was a profound unmeeting. The train on the branchline from Zurich to Constance Held a carriage which held a compartment With a white seat-cover with an impression of Dr Jung, Slit eyes, in a pugnacious bullet head, Bv no means the merry young man of hlis old age.
The young woman opposite, bright In a black-and-white striped dress, a blue neck-scarf, Did not chat to the man not touching his brief-case B3ut read through the short journey, smiling occasionally, The key moment was reading Anatoli Kuznetsov's Babi Yar, which I bought only because it was a fat book and I was going on a long journey. When I read the eye witness account that he quotes of Babi Yar by one of the few people who escaped I was very moved; Babi Yar had just been a name to me previously. But this was such a wonderfully moving account and suddenly I saw a connection-not a logical one but a metaphorical connection-between Babi Yar and the poems that I had written. It suddenly occurred to me that the people who were the early analysts, and who were analysed, were largely Jews. So to some extent one could argue that the analysis created by Freud was a kind of opposition dogma to the religion which he had rejected -a new faith.
Then, of course, I thought of Freud's book Beyond the Pleasure Principle, where he talks about the balance of Eros and Thanatos, which I reread and found a beautiful book. It seems to be undeniable that there was this urge towards pleasure in all of us but also some self destructive instincts like the child building the tower of bricks and then pulling it down again and leaving it there. Here in 1940 in the holocaust surely was man's greatest act of self destruction. Again, Freud was trying, in his view, to cut out some kind of spiritual cancer in an individual, some kind of shadow which had to be exposed to the light and got rid of because it was causing pain or some kind of hysterical tension. Similarly, in their way the Nazis were trying to cut out a shadow, which they called the Jews. Of course, we know that the shadow was in themselves, but they projected it and they thought that if they killed the Jews then huLmanity, or at least the Germans, would be all right. So there were not exactly similarities but the kind of excitement that as a poet I get when a good metaphor comes.
I immediately knew that those poems had really been waiting a long time for a novel and that they would be, as I thought, the beginning of a novel, and it would end with Babi Yar. Another brief disagreement occurred on the ship. We were entertaining ourselves (in the fog!) by interpreting each other's dreams. Jung was greatly taken by one of Freud's. in which his sister in law (Minna) was having to toss bundles of corn at harvest time, like a peasant, while his wife looked idly on. Jung, somewhat tactlessly, kept pressing him for further information. He made it clear that he thought the dream had to do with Freud's warmth of feeling for his wife's younger sister. I was staggered that he had so much knowledge of Freud's domestic affairs. Freud was naturally very put out, and refused to "risk his authority," as he put it, by revealing anything more personal. Jung said to me later that at that moment Freud had lost his authority, as far as he was concerned. However, I think I managed to smooth over the matter, and they are on good terms again. But for a while I felt like a referee in a wrestling contest! All very difficult. Keep this under your hat.
My own dream (the only one I could remember) was about some trivial childhood disappointment. Freud of course had absolutely no trouble in guessing that it related to you, my dear. He saw straight to the point: that I fear your decision not to divorce your husband until your daughters are married is a self-deception on your part, and that you do not wish to consummate our long relationship by such a profound tie as marriage. Well, you know my anxieties, and you have done your best to dissipate them; but I could not avoid dreaming of them, you see, during our parting (and probably affected by the depressing sea mist). Freud helped a good deal, as always. Tell Elma he was touched by her good wishes, and says he is deeply moved that she found her analysis with him so helpful. He also sends you his respects, and said good humouredly that if the mother equals the daughter in charm and intelligence (I assure him you do!) I am an enviable man I know that! Warmly embrace and kiss Elma from me, and pass on my respects to your husband .... Meanwhile I kiss you (and heavens! much xvorse! much better!) in my dreams. 
